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You've never heard of Billy Dunn — the bloke that won 

the war, 
He's hangin' round though very shy and praise he will 

abhor. 
He's got a stoop, his eye is dim, he wears a tightened 

belt, 
He's back on iron rations now and hunger he has felt. 
I've met him in the byways of the different towns I've 

seen, 
And didn't recognise him till he Said, " Hello Old Bean." 
Says I, " Now what's the trouble, Bill, you're lookin' 

mighty glum," 
Says he, " I'm back on rations, but there isn't any rum." 
This week I've reached me forty-three, I feels a little old, 
And every time I seeks a job — "you're no use I am told." 
If this is bloomin' Blighty then I'd rather be out there, 
With Nobby Clarks and Other pals who hav'nt got a care. 
A lyin' side by side all still in Prenchie's chalky ground, 
With little wooden crosses stanclin' on a little mound. 
It wouldn't be so bad though if they were living still, 
We'd talk of days of fightin* when we took the "60 Hill." 
Of Hooge and Loos the Salient, and of Wipers and 

the Marne, 
Or sleepin' on the cobble stones around some bloomin' 

barn. 
You ask me why I have'nt writ abart the things I've 

done, 
It's just because I'm nobody but simply Billy Dunn. 
What's the use of talkin' all abart the things I saw, 
When lots of people tell yer that the Yanks they won the 

War. 
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This cough, oh that is nothin', 'cos I've had it on me 

chest, 
Since when I was in Flanders a givin' of me best. 
And mind yer I'm not grumblin', yet there's lots that I 

could say, 
But what went on that isn't writ will all come out some 

day. 
Some talks abart it being quiet on the Western Front, 
. Well, blokes like that had ears stuffed and haven't seen 

a stunt. 
I've seen the boys on Vimy Ridge win V.C.s fifty times, 
And fight their way through Delville Wood into the 

Jerry's lines. 
And just a few yer sees abart, yer heart they'd surely 

rend, 
They're unemployed with ne'er a sou, and near their 

journey's End. 
Now I'm no good at politics, for fighting is my line, 
But if another war came off this much I could define :_ 
They'd have to coax the boys a bit and raise their 

bloomin' dough, 
To that they gave the Aussies and those from the land 

of snow. 
For war it is a serious thing and often gives one thirst, 
And when the boys come out for rest they likes to have 

a burst. 
No sir, it's not for me to talk, I'm only Billy Dunn, 
But if it comes to fightin' then hand me a bloomin' gun. 
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Behold the Victor stands o'er vanquished foe, 
But hesitates to kill, for in his eyes 
There comes a look of horror as he sees 
The bleached bones of all the mighty dead, 
Among debris of cannon, sword and gun. 
A golden dawn is rising— all is hushed, 
Save for the trumpet's blare of Armistice. 
A peace has settled o'er a troubled world 
■ And ships into the harbour safely pass, 
For gone the terror of the troubled seas. 
This city of a hundred docks and quays, 
O'er whom Neptune's mystic trident waved. 
She, too, has known the pain and toll of war 
And to her dead pays tribute on this day, 
And carves their deeds in stone — lest we forget. 
Let not the serpent tempter from the depths, 
Unto the car again hiss cry of war. 
But 'neath the feet of friendship and of faith 
Be crushed for ever, only thus reigns peace. 
In symbol, let the. mighty dead live on. 
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A PLEA FOR THE OLD PROFESSIONALS. 



Now tell me son, what 'do you mean by such a strange 

remark, 
I do not understand those words, I feel I'm in the dark. 
You say the Talkies are O.K. the dandiest of all Shows, 
That Yankee actors are the goods — ours are all Hoboes. 
Perhaps I haven't heard aright, my hearing's not so 

fine, 
For I am quite an old man now, well on to sixty-nine. 
What, that's exactly what you mean, that I am of that 

class 
Of old time Pros who've had their day and from the 

stage must pass. 
Maybe you're right, maybe you're wrong, it's not for 

me to judge, 
If others claim the limelight, then it's not for me to 

grudge. 
But come a little closer boy there's something I've to 

say, 
It's just a Pros opinion of the Talkie play. 
Of what they show upon the screen, and what is spoken 

too, 
In speech that they call English which my class never 

knew. 
To-day they try to burlesque, at least it would appear, 
The classics of our fathers, like John Milton and 

Shakespeare. 
They fill young minds with vulgar words, not found in 

our books, 
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Which oft they quote like you did now, and I'm quite 

Sure it looks 
As though that speech of a thousand years which men 

of genius sang, 
Will be rudely cast aside for ev'r— oh, the awful pang. 
For words Of nonsense, void of fire and music as of yore, 
In such a case, my son it's best, that we be heard no 

more. 
For our minds would be diseased at thought of such 

to-morrow, 
We fain would pluck out from our memory such a rooted 

sorrow. 
And live again those stirring days with men of cultured 

tongue, 
Like Garrick, Irvine and O'Toole whose voices often 

rung 
The rafters of the theatres when it was an art to act, 
And masters of our cultured speech used genius and 

tact. 
'Tis personality that counts in drama or in song, 
And people want the living form, the movies are all 

wrong. 
They show true photographs, no doubt, but not the 

breathing form, 
Which shows emotion at the bow, when applause is like 

a storm. 
If no aptitude thou hast for ancient eloquent art, 
Then get thee hence to Talkie Shows, and leave me to 

my part. 
Where are ye, O my masters, shall ye lift again the 

screen 
For dimmed eyes to see, strained ears to hear, Ah me, I 
only dream. 
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Ta ra ra, ta ra ra, the bugle sounds Reveille, 
There's fellows beating a tattoo, get out of bed and rally, 
Now someone's lost his blooming boot, another one his 

tunic, 
Come, shake your sides, out on parade list to the old 

runic. 

Ta ra ra, ta ra ra, and whilst the bugle's calling', 

Put on your kit, be mighty quick, don't have the 

Sergeant bawling. 
Forget you rootie, now it's duty, Company on the 

muster, 
Forget condition, take position, with your gun or duster. 

Ta ra ra, ta ra ra, the Barrack ground is slippy, 

How they scatter, makes no matter, all are mighty nippy. 

To attention, they don't mention, whether march or 

drills, 
I can't wager, ask the Major, it's just what he wills. 

Ta ra ra, ta ra ra, 'tis Gabraiel's trumpet calling, 
Who's got the hump, it's the high jump there, not a man 

a-squealing. 
Why, bless me soul, the sergeant's here, the call he's 

answered snappy, 
And every blooming mother's son is quite contented, 
• happy. 
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1 Really Wouldn't, 

How sweet her face, how blue her eyes, 

And how pathetically she cries. 

She stirs my soul to deep emotion, 

To marry her I have a notion. 

For. her I'd starve and thirst and weep, 

And even lose my nightly sleep. 

I'd lace her shoes and call her sweet, 

Tell her she had the daintiest feet. 

I'd pay her debts, and buy her clothes. 

And take her to the Talkie Shows. 

I'd make her life with me a heaven, 

In a cottage clown in Devon. 

For all past sins I would atone, 

I'd live for her and her alone. 

For all this courage I could summon, 

But I Wouldn't DIE for any woman. 
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Who wouldn't be a Tommy in the King's Ar-my, 
With lots of pay, swagger togs, and all the world to see, 
Exercise to keep one fit, three good meals a day, 
And in the Canteen, after work, fun Hip Hip Hooray, 
Who wouldn't be a Tommy in the King's Ar-my? 
When you join up take your choice in the King's Ar-my, 
Of tunic brown, tunic blue, trousers or a kilt. 
Or ask to drive a motor car, gun wagon maybe, 
Perhaps a tank or aeroplane, or what is best you see. 
Who wouldn't be a Tommy in the King's Ar-my? 
And then there are those Sergeants in the King s Ar-my, 
Who wake vou early in the morn and take you for a run, 
A few times round the Barrack-square, an appetite it 



gives , m 

For your breakfast when it's time— thus tne fomm> 

lives, ■ ..,*,,«. 

Day by day, and perhaps Sunday, in the Kings Ar-my. 
They teach you how to fire a gun in the King s Ar-my, 
But you have got to shoot for Bulls, not tor cows or 

ducks. , ,111 

And if a Marksman you become then there s added pay, 
Crossed guns on your arm you put to make you look 

more gay. . , T £, , . 

Who wouldn't be a Marksman m the King s Ar-my. 
But if in awkward Squad you're put m the King s 

Ar-my, ./,'■• 1 

Then a Rookie you become with fatigues galore 
For the Sergeant has no time for the chap who slacks, 
They sav that he's a lion tamer and can straighten backs. 
Who wouldn't be a Rod— Tommy w the King s Ar-my, 

NOTE.— Pronounce Army as -ArmcS. 
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The Barrack Room Lawyer 

You'll hear him when Reveille sounds, you'll hear him at 

Last Post, 
He's a fellow that the Rookies know Old Timers call 

him "Boast," 
There's not a thing he doesn't know about Parades or 

Rooster, 
Or Military Law, or Drills, or BattS Upon the muster. 
If you have skipped the blooming Gym, you bet your 

life he saw yer, 
There's not a thing he doesn't miss, the Barrack-room 

lawyer. 
He knows the gravity of beer that's served in the 

Canteen, 
He's the greatest connoisseur of all that you have ever 

seen. 
You ask him how to dodge fatigues, he'll tell you all 

serene, 
What they did in days gone by when Victoria was 

Queen. 
If you are quiet, don't say much, you bet your life he'll 

draw yer, 
For he has got a Way with him that cute Barrack-room 

lawyer. 
He's got a way that makes you think he's read through 

every book, 
And of the Barrack-rooms and squares he knows just 

every nook. 
He'll show you round to every place when guards and 

drills are done, 
At the Canteen you treat htm nice, though yours is 
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He'll tell you how to slip the Guard and won't let on he 

saw yer, 
But if you're taped you'll surely curse that damn 

Barrack-room lawyer. 



What's the Game? 

Some over Diamonds go crazy, 

When attention to Spades they should give, 
Others for night Clubs their suits change, 

With Hearts bent on pleasure they live. 

In the sequence of play be wise, 

For by finesse you may win a trick, 

Don't ruff a good chance, it's foolish, 
■Force the cards, watch the game, think quick. 

When partner in life you've chosen, 

Who seems not so keen on the deal, 
Play the ganie with grit and a smile, 
. Cut square, don't revoke, never squeal. 
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